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A DREAM 

In the dream, I was at a school. There was an 
escape to another place. You had to climb under 
this fence thing, go into pool water, and pull up 
this blind sort of thing to be spat out the other 
side, where the portal seemed to disappear and 
you were dry again. 

It was like some kind of sunny camp. There were 
other young adults of various ethnicities. There 
was a middle-aged lady there who was some kind 
of leader. The people were near some kind of 
creek, perhaps, and there were plates of fruit. It 
was all placid, and stuff. 

It started to freak me out that we might be stuck 
here. “Let’s leave,” I said to my JW friend. She 
ran and made it out. She’d just had a baby and 
was tough and shrewd. I was back there arguing 
with the lady. She was sour and manipulative. 
“I’m a social worker, I know what you’re doing 
to try to keep us here,” I said. She was following 
me as I approached the exit portal and we ended 
up in a physical fight. I woke up. 

THE IRON FIST OF THE ACL? 24/01/20 

I wrote a comment on Martyn lies’ latest The 
Truth Of It video explaining that when people 
say ‘heteronormativity’, I think of all the gender 
things that aren’t scriptural or biological, but are 
like, domestic violence and coercive control, 
beauty standards, and unfair division of labour. I 
said that family and gender are imperfect, you 
know, as they are lived out in the straight normal 
Christian families. Playing with superficial 
signifiers of gender is a healthy and normal 
response to the struggles there. 

~self expression ~ you know? Isn’t condemning 
what people express papering over reality, to 
create a ‘perfect family’? 

I said, maybe, if you don’t dress male or female, 
you have to start thinking, what really makes me 
a woman or man? And think about your biology 
more. Because if the clothes don’t mean male or 
female anymore (mix em up), you’re closer to 
naked, right? Baby’s fresh start! You have to 


think about your sex, back to basics. No corrupt 
culture. Isn’t that what the Christians want? 

I mentioned Kurt Cobain, whose story has a 
pretty conservative message (pro-family, anti¬ 
divorce). He wore a dress. See, it’s been normal 
for ages. There’s a modern history narrative here 
(that’s personal to me, too) that’s been left out in 
the ACL narrative. It’s almost like, they pretend 
everything’s fine, until stuff like Safe Schools 
came out and gay marriage. But it was never fine. 

They’re not that simplistic, I know, they just 
don’t validate my painnn enough, or, see the 
mainstream sins clearly enough to put it all in 
proportion. 

I suggested that lies should appropriate drag 
culture or something to illustrate the point that 
clothes don’t make the man. It would also show 
that he’s not afraid of the surface, and wants to 
get to the inner truth of it. 

The comment got deleted, or I forgot to press 
send. I forget. But it was probably deleted. The 
moment I realised was when Martyn was talking 
about how they have heaps of people 
deleting/filtering. 

My comment was a little bit bratty, on second 
thoughts, because, am I saying there’s something 
wrong with him and his gender expression 
because it doesn’t fit my idea of a political 
strategy? You’re fine, Martyn, keep things basic. 

QUESTIONABLE EXPOSURE 

Anyhow, I thought about this other presentation 
by this lady who said that LGBT kids had more 
markers of having home problems than other kids 
(other than bullying), and that encouraging them 
to come out was creepy adults making kids fly a 
flag for their pre-existing vulnerability that 
brought our their queerness. This was for sexual 
exploitation, she thought, because the same 
people (this one leading guy, she mentioned) say 
that sex work is just women being self- 
empowered. 

So, the kids grow up and enter the pool of 
potential hook-ups and sex workers. But nah it’s 
for the kids to be healthy, right? I wonder if it’s 



insinuated that a decline to Roman-style 
pederasty (I have read Satyricon ) is the intent of 
their hearts, (n you know, when you look at ‘the 
other side’, everything can blur together). 

This line of argument is obviously not perfect (if 
you want to detect vulnerable kids, there are lots 
of ways*) but it is a compelling counterpoint to 
say, the posters all over unite activist centre with 
sexy lace-up boots, roses and slogans like SEX 
WORK IS WORK. Like isn’t work and 
consumerism alienating us? What’s happening to 
the left? 

Like, we really don’t want work, and 
consumerism, to encroach on more aspects of our 
lives? The left should be helping people out of 
work, not acting as recruitment propaganda. But 
here it’s the Christian’s lobby saying no. 

They also defended ScoMo’s holiday time, 
because he put time aside for his family and left 
it to the mutual aid of Aussies to sort it out. Your 
bodies and fundamental relationships are not a 
site for capitalist encroachment, the message is 
sent. 

ALTERNATIVE FOOL 

And, I AM a bit of a twit for mentioning Kurt 
Cobain because he knew as well as anyone that 
his self-expression was the commercial 
exploitation of vulnerable teens (teen spirit) - 
and of his self-hating, sick n desperate self. It 
was, in part, the failure of the fake-happy family, 
the ‘liberated’ parent, of the macho bullies, but it 
was also his failure. He was in the mindfuck, the 
impasse that we inherited. 

I knew as well as anyone that music, films, 
books, inner-identity labels and purposefully out 
of whack clothing had a dark side. Doesn’t 
everybody know they only have meaning if 
they’re contrasted to something else, as rebellion 
[edit: or you’re just poor, n frustrated]? Does 
everyone get some kind of meaning that I didn’t? 
It’s all mixed up nowadays tho, things don’t 
mean as much. 

RAMBLING OVERSIGHT? 

They bring the suffering out in the open, into the 


marketplace, and out the machine vents. You 
form classes and cliques based on common 
markers of experience. Some weirdos like to 
interpret and manipulate these things. Other 
weirdos create things and leave them there for 
others who scan this surface until they detect the 
things, that fit in with their ever-refined tastes for 
things, and feel they have found the thing leading 
to the person/people they must have a deep 
connection to. Perhaps the things develop a life 
of their own, and we’re disembodied, just about, 
like lost souls floating along under a swirling 
surface of gunk, leaf matter and colourful oil. 

My simultaneously critical, and appreciative, 
solidarity-with-the-underdog stance is exhausting 
after a while, hence why somebody like Martyn 
lies would be so interesting to me. I would not 
pass his rigorous boundaries, though. He is the 
giant at the top seemingly scooping everything 
up and hitting a few heads in the process while 
I’m the one looking at the pretty things, 
squeezing a whole bottle of detergent into the 
water, mixing it up, sometimes having a swim 
and a look. 

lies gives me a sore head. “Ow, careful up there.” 
“Well, you chose to be there,” he could say. 

“What’re you doing contaminating the water of 
life?” He might ask. “Remove the surface 
contaminants and what will be left is H2o. Then 
they can come up and breathe again. The ones 
who survive anyway,” he says, pushing a lifeline 
lifeboat out. I chuck some confetti out. To absorb 
some of the oil, and for fun. He scoops it up. 

“Not in my corner.” 

“Don’t worry, the rains will come,” I say. 

QUESTIONABLE EXPOSURE CONT. 

Anyhow, that lady, Dr. Elisabeth Taylor (a posh 
lady with a Ph.D. from Cambridge on Medieval 
Women’s History) said that the belief (of who, I 
forget) is that sexuality is fluid and that people 
who think people are ‘born this way’ are useful 
idiots in the big plan to make everybody queer. I 
had a hunch that this was a belief in many 
Christians. I said, to my conservative Aunt, “not 
everybody has the capacity to be gay,” and was 



met with silence. Also, a lot of Christians have 
been promiscuous in the past, I know. 

They want to erase the LGBT identification 
entirely. The queer identity is a new thing. It was 
always there, under the surface. I mean, if you 
love everybody like a good Christian, and they’re 
not competitors in the Darwinian-ideological 
competition, you shouldn’t be repulsed by the 
other parts of the bodies of Christ, right? Any 
more than your own hand? To keep Christianity 
from being any more gay than it is (or beyond 
gay) there’s boundaries with respect to social 
roles. 

You could hook up with everybody (you love 
everybody) but you get one person each. You’re 
kind of sluts on the inside (and Jesus said, the 
prostitutes are closer to the Kingdom of God than 
the religious authorities). Much too schizo to 
handle more than one person without the church 
schizing out. You mind is designed to branch out 
over the world but you have one body, you know. 

Thanks to my high school biology teacher 
(Christian, and nuanced) and basic reason I can 
say that it is a mix of biology and environment 
that produces the seemingly hard n fast gay today 
(THE SPECIMEN BEING DISCUSSED AS 
‘OTHER’, SORRY). Christians (not all tho) 
would say it is sins upon sins in the past, past 
generations, leading to more sin (falling short of 
pre-fall Adam n Eve) in the present. Some 
biologists would point out that diverse 
behaviours benefits the overall species-survival, 
even if some don’t reproduce. Could be like that 
in society for sure. 

I’ll start to sound like I have a vested interest in 
people being gay, as a political thing, if I go on 
and on, but I shouldn’t have a vested interest in 
anybody’s sexuality. I’m learning about myself 
here. Just thinking. 


MY LIBIDO: A MOSQUITO? ‘CAPITALIST 
REALISM’ VS, FAITH 

Forging a direction for the personal salvation of 
each person (including me) making their own 
decisions, without me looming over and judging, 
is my business. I’m hopeless at figuring out what 


I want. What ‘kind’ of person. Ask the guys I 
dumped (I’m sorry). My life’s mission is to 
figure out how myself as an individual fits in 
with (and challenges) society. It’s meaningless if 
there’s no big picture, no ideas, no purpose. No 
‘kind’ can speak profoundly enough, as a ‘kind’. 

I want to be the real human kind. 

At one point I’d vaguely considered Freud’s idea 
of subconscious sexual impulses motivating 
everything, and the evolutionary psychology 
ideas about selection of the fittest, and that just 
feeling like hollow, dead-end, superficial 
garbage. Like everything else is just a cynical 
ruse to cum and breed. How is that special? 
Doesn’t it limit your outlook? 

And why would God create people like this? 

Song of Solomon talks about physical beauty. 
Why would Christians act like natural selection is 
driving them? I was miserable (didn’t see that 
real Christians firstly find joy in striving for 
eternity and sometimes get nice things on the 
way). (And real, meaningful, historical beauty is 
found in ugliness such as on the Cross. It’s 
almost goth in a way). 

Then I had this idea of Hegel’s spirit of 
communist-utopian higher species-instincts being 
another term for the Holy Spirit (I hadn’t wholly 
rejected Christianity) and driving creative 
arousal, giving meaning to much human activity, 
including sex and ugliness. Recreation was kind 
of boring if it did not recreate society by the 
merging/collaging of stories and aesthetics into a 
form of solidarity. It made me feel more 
masculine. It was the spirit of progress towards 
equality, belonging and creative legacy. A 
generalised goodwill bonding, and using the 
stories of suffering for good (good intentions). 

Marx wrote as a young person, “Make my 
strength a patchwork of what’s weak, Leave my 
better self without reward!” It’s like a self¬ 
destructive rapper with an empire on the backs of 
desperate fans (King Kerser?), or me putting 
everything degraded into this trashy zine together 
and cringing at the imperfections. It’s real n’ raw 
but there’s still a hierarchy where pride or guilt 
come into it. All under a banner of being ‘real’, 
of ‘us against them’, or, ‘us not needing them’, or 
‘me conquering myself’. Fragmented, unhealthy. 



kind of half looking for a way out, kind of half 
dedicated to what your filth seems to be directed 
at. Some higher purpose. But not quite high 
enough, and being close to the filth is killing you. 
There is a little, little light. Squinting, 
unaccustomed eyes can bear to glance at it. But 
they don’t see you fully, either. Fumbling around 
in the dark. But also, everyone’s like part of the 
patchwork, that you have special knowledge of, 
that you sew together to stop freezing. All sex in 
this patchwork chaos is equal, as long as people 
are just as lost as one-another. 

“Punk rock, hip-hop, hard commerce, ” said 
Bono, quoted in Capitalist Realism (2012) by 
Mark Fisher. It’s realism but it’s not real enough 
for the soul. Everything just falls apart. “It’s 
easier to imagine the end of the world than the 
end of capitalism fi.e. our problems],” the 
famous quote said. The book started off 
describing a film where all these cultural 
artefacts existed but there have been no children 
for many years. Does anything mean anything, if 
there’s no new eyes to see it, he asks? Basic 
human life is crowded out by endless 
permutations of stuff, of bureaucracy, of mental 
illness, of individual expression, and eventual 
implosion of the whole system and life itself. 
Fisher himself fell apart. We needed to get back 
to the fundamentals, his book concluded. But 
without it being like, bourgie folk politics, 
consumer ethics, and blaming the vulnerable 
individual too much, wishful thinking that 
everyone’s just gonna change if you make them 
aware of what’s wrong. But nobody knew how. 

Social progress is more like a tree than a surface 
of interacting floating things, converting things 
like a computer game map. Find the rock, not the 
shifting sand. Nurture what good survives. 

MISSING THE MARK, NOT THE KARL 
MARX 

All worldly solutions end up in what Paster Wang 
Yi (imprisoned for nine years for preaching) calls 
false unity. This runs through individual 
relationships up to crowd formations. It leaves 
you on the edge of salvation but with a lie that 
severs your relationship to your real self, to the 
truth. The lies, the false unity of his government 
was exposed because they treated him so badly 


for just telling the truth. This was the same for 
Christ himself; only he overcame the toxic 
divisions of class, religion and politics, (...and 
gender?) 

False unity is illustrated profoundly in Come and 
See (1985?) when the Nazis were in a tight spot, 
and they started trying to blame and frame each 
other so their comrade would be killed instead of 
them. They deny the truth so easily because their 
worldview was made up of lies convenient for 
themselves. 

The truth is that you need to be renewed in your 
mind by being aware of your sin and receiving 
the love and forgiveness of the Holy Spirit, to 
start with. Accepting that Jesus was love in 
human form. All have fallen short of his glory, 
including ourselves. It’s between you and God, 
nobody else. 

There is no greater love than to lay down your 
life for your friends. Not like a bitter suicide but 
speaking the truth in love that sets you both free 
(like Jesus did) and the world can just go crazy 
and kill you. You stand firm in your conscience 
and purpose. 

All the artificial, self-serving, complicated shit 
falls away from you and your persecution, your 
death (social or otherwise) can be a testimony 
that they hated life. 

Satan is the personification of life-hatred. 
Everything you don’t need, that gets in the way 
of God. “Resist Satan, and he will flee from 
you”, says the bible. 

So, “there’s the gospel, bang, bang, bang, bang”. 
I did what Matyn says he does when he doesn’t 
know what to say. Maybe it won’t sink in like 
that right away, but it has to be said. Maybe 
you’ll hit rock bottom when your false unity 
fractures, or maybe you’ll mature on your own 
and find it consistent with your instincts, maybe 
you’ll pick up endless little clues about reality 
like I do. 

Accept our love, submit! Then you will be free. 
The Kingdom is not of this world. 

FURTHER RAMBLING 



I didn’t want to delay with that any longer. Only 
so much talking about music, films, self¬ 
reflection and so on can be done before the point 
is gotten at. 

It’s not my business to continually bait you with 
seductive metaphors and inoffensive props 
hinting at the foundations of the most enduring 
forms of love. I know, and have known for a very 
long time, that Christianity has a special place in 
my heart/mind/soul. 

Only with faith can I defend myself against the 
futility, the danger, the perturbing spirit of 
imperfect relationships. (I still struggle, but will 
have somewhere to turn). 

I don’t want to leave YOU behind. It is the least 
exclusionary way I can help you. 

Christianity has a stigma akin to schizophrenia. 
But I’m not scared of you not wanting me for 
your, whatever it is. Your job, your activity, your 
crowd. I don’t need you, I won’t collude in what 
I feel is unnecessary, but I will be here for you 
(edit: don’t TEST me, though). There is no price 
of admission, no dress code, no excuse needed. 

It’s not my job to complain endlessly, to relate to 
your problems, to explain in great detail what 
each of you can find out for yourselves. That 
wouldn’t be a great testimony for life, would it? 
Endlessly revisiting traumas, imperfect songs, 
films, dead-end philosophies? Endless referrals 
to experts, to the next trend, the next lover, next 
guru? 

Bringing every thought into captivity to Christ is 
what I try to do, when things come up, though. 
Things are like bosses in a video game that come 
up. Confront, put in it’s place within the grand 
good n evil plot, disentangle, accept as part of the 
story of my life mission. 

THE JOB: SPECULATIONS ABOUT WHAT 
IT MIGHT INCLUDE 

The purpose is to help the widows, fatherless and 
orphans and prevent yourself from being polluted 
by the world. Can’t say I do, but I reckon it 
makes sense. 


Actually, I am trying to help the fatherless, we 
arguably live in a fatherless society. Trying to get 
the boys to take some initiative to nurture, 
protect, listen, love women as they love their 
own flesh. 

Personally, I feel that confronting the pop culture, 
philosophy and stories of my generation, 
validating the stories and pain being expressed, 
and explaining them within a Christian view is a 
healing process. I’m already filthy with it all, 
why not take it off, hold it up and see through the 
holes? If you can watch and not be polluted - 
power to you. 


Too often we put the thing before the person. 
Like, you need to change this, this and this. 
Society needs to do this, this and this. Govt needs 
to change x or y. Read this book, listen to this. 
Read my ZINE... still not ideal. 

I’m tempted to hold up some things to you just 
because I feel like listening to them right now. I 
think I will. But keep in mind they are not good, 

I am not good, only God is good. God uses 
things, God uses trash. Let’s see later. 

ABORT THIS ARTICLE? POLARISATION 

RE: March for Life 

What do you do if you expect to have a child? 
You find a house, you prepare a room, you 
prepare your mind. It seems that the order in 
which people usually do things does not apply in 
the case of the lobbyists and activists, who 
assume the responsibility to exert influence over 
society and the economy, but not in that order of 
priorities. 

The assumption is that people do not already care 
about life. Do we? Don’t we? I don’t think 
people who don’t oppose the legality of abortion 
necessarily care less. I mean it shouldn’t be that 
hard to get people to care about life. 

What do you do if you care about life? You 
arrange everything you have around the existence 
of that life. For some people it’s harder. 




I don’t want to weigh down the poetics of a man 
talking about the sanctity of life, with 
judgements, with the inevitable utilitarian weigh- 
ups of priorities that occur. I won’t condescend 
you or waste my breath by reminding you that 
complex situations do exist. Somebody has to 
stand up for perfection and idealism, even if we 
don’t like it. 

One point, though: anybody who has the means, 
the job and scope of influence making it the least 
bit helpful to promote actual, practical conditions 
to nurture life should probably do that. 

I can’t judge people for where they are at. I 
suppose it’s up to people like me to fill the gaps. 
There is the high-minded perspective, then there 
is the down-to earth perspective. 

Someone has to put the problem of abortion in 
perspective, first. I will bring up an unpopular 
verse. 

“I saw the tears of the oppressed 

and they have no comforter; 

power was on the side of their oppressors 

and they have no comforter. 

And I declared that the dead, 
who had already died, 
are happier than the living, 
who are still alive. 

But better than both 
is the one who has never been born, 
who has not seen the evil 
that is done under the sun. 

And I saw that all toil and all achievement spring 
from one person’s envy of another. This too is 
meaningless, a chasing after the wind” 
(Ecclesiastes 41-4) 

And, another one. 

“A man may have a hundred children and live 
many years; yet no matter how long he lives, if 
he cannot enjoy his prosperity and does not 
receive proper burial, I say that a stillborn child 
is better off than he. It comes without meaning, it 
departs in darkness, and in darkness it’s name is 
shrouded. Though it never saw the sun or knew 
anything, it has more rest than does that man - 
even if he lives a thousand years twice over but 


fails to enjoy his prosperity. Do not all go to the 
same place?” (Ecclesiastes 6:3-6) 

The main thing due is support for the grief of 
those in immediate vicinity who have lost 
pregnancies (eg. White Butterfly Day, a 
collective funeral for stillborn, miscarried or 
aborted babies?) and a renewed concentration on 
what your business should be. That is, I believe, 
supporting people to make a good choice instead 
of punishing with the law. 

Death is bad, killing is bad, some people regret it 
and are traumatised by it, yes. Sure, but scaring 
people out of it, that’s traumatic too. It’s more 
punishment. 

A pulpit daddy upset over tales of woe? Just tell 
me what help there is, please. Keep saying life is 
good, worthwhile, but, keep in mind that it can 
come across as a little self-indulgent when you 
go on about love without knowing what women 
are going through, cherry-picking scare stories, 
standing around smiling in matching t-shirts and 
signs like you’re having a picnic. 

I mean I’m not being snotty, it’s kind of good 
they’re THERE at least, to represent people - 
one view, which I can respond to. 

I don’t know the exact laws the pro-life rally 
people want but I will assume they want it flat- 
out illegal. I will address some of their discourse. 
Like the big, LOVE THEM BOTH slogan. 

It’s progress, but don’t dare pretend that the work 
is done, that Christians ‘love them both’. The 
evidence of there being adequate preparation, 
spiritually and materially, for all pregnancies to 
be honoured is just not there. 

It’s not just Christian’s responsibility, of course. 
Pathetic cop-out, to blame Christians. I blame all 
of you. 

It’s wrong? Yeah, no shit. “Kill it, it’s better off 
dead.” Give that thinking an inch and people will 
take a mile, right? And isn’t it a lot more 
romantic, to just not give a shit, to just let it 
happen? 



A 180 AWAY FROM THE DARKNESS? 

Death, killing, ignoring the small. Euthanasia 
laws liberalise and everyone is mentally ill. Like, 
half dead. You can exist with one foot half out 
the door. I could just die. Who has to have a 
sense of urgency to create stability, peace, 
fairness? Usually those who don’t have artificial 
escape routes. Hence why I still write for 
Christians. And became a Christian again - 
because I can be evil. Much good, much extreme 
faith is needed to overcome that evil, and the 
boredom of lukewarm policy writing and half¬ 
hearted people. I need ideals, loving fools to 
make life an adventure. Otherwise I’m just like, 
“Ah, yep. I want to die too. It’s normal. Yeah, I 
dunno. Guess we’re both screwed? Oh, that 
person died. Well, clearly there is just no hope, 
so, why even try (you’d kill yourself trying).” At 
least this downer-inclination in me, now, can be 
Ecclesiastical and, “Oh, that is tragic, because 
they will miss out on what we have found. What 
could we have done better to share this with 
them? But also life is very hard and they’re in a 
better place. Forgive, and do not judge.” 

The answer to abortion does lie with Christians, 
just not where they think. It’s in the potential for 
the gospel to change how the sexes treat one- 
another and the earth. 

There is necessarily a prioritisation here based on 
a grounded perspective of sin, loss, and pain. 
What is it that you’re lamenting on a day-to-day 
basis? What can your empathy really show you? 
If you see it as one sin, one hurt among many, 
you see it’s part of a lot of problems that need 
attention right now (and not give scummy men 
ammo to oppress/guilt trip women). 

I care about the fetus, I care about life. I care 
about the plants on my table. It makes me sad 
when things die. Meat makes me sad, sometimes. 
I eat it anyhow, because I am weak (not weak- 
disciplined, just constitutionally suited to eating 
it). Washing ants down the sink can make me 
sad. And I tell myself not to leave things there to 
attract them. 

Anyhow, it’s not like they will be impressed by 
that. That ‘caring’ is lukewarm, admittedly (when 
I hear about people who have done it, can’t speak 


from experience tho). I’m saying how much I 
care about things to illustrate that I don’t actually 
care for things much because it’s impractical in 
every situation. Which is maybe lame? 

The pro-life movement is not really about 
comparing the pain of sentient beings and 
choosing the most practical compromise. It’s 
about establishing the pinnacle of human dignity 
to be expressed by the state, forcing the rest of us 
to change to pursue life in that image. Submit to 
the righteous King! He loves you, even if the 
system that props him up, on the backs of less 
righteous, over-worked, spiritually and culturally 
starved people, doesn’t love you. 

It’s just a dream for most of us, to live like 
carefree royals, to be natural and good. I think it 
would be cool to have heaps more Australian 
bogan kid friends, more relatives and so on but 
it’s also no use lamenting what wasn’t. But also, I 
wouldn’t care if I was aborted. 

That’s another opportunity for a toxic segue, 
there. The contemplation of your parents having 
had a choice. The consideration of mental illness 
and disadvantage. One part goes, “SHIT, WHY 
DID THEY MAKE ME GO THROUGH WITH 
THIS? I CAN’T COMPETE IN THIS WORLD” 
and the sane, self-respecting part goes, “WHY 
AREN’T THERE MORE PEOPLE LIKE ME? 
CREATIVE, WORKING CLASS KIDS 
TAKING OVER THE WORLD LIKE THE 
BOOMERS DID.” You’ve got your answer. 
Where’s your love, for your class, for yourself, 
your culture, for whoever you might risk letting 
impregnate you (another can of worms there is 
the drastic, tragic bar-lowering-opportunity 
contraception gives, but I won’t go there today)? 
Do you have any idea how tough your mothers 
and grandmothers were? Are you proud? 

I do (somewhat), and also an idea how miserable 
they were. I do not want to be a miserable 
mother. I will hold the men to account, first. 

I’d sooner go to a rally for sexual abstinence. 
Everybody ends up rigidly marching single file. 
Going to seedy bars and sitting there with a 
stupid grin on our faces. See, for many of us, 
there’s too much to do in this world, to improve 
it, to risk destabilising ourselves in the present 



moment. Imagine all the people I could hug, too, 
without fearing their disappointment that I let tbc 
them go at the end of the night? 

ugh 

The bible says it’s better to remain single to 
escape the worries of marriage. Jesus said there 
would be no marriage in heaven, because 
everyone will be like angels. The lion will lay 
down with the lamb, no more meat either. 


Everybody will respect innocence. 

I reckon, from the perspective of government. I’d 
go easy on the abortion stuff, I wouldn’t fund it 
or call it health care unless the physical health is 
in jeopardy, but wouldn’t criminalise it either. I’d 
crack down HARD on rapists and domestic 
abuse, for a start, (how? that’s for another 
article). 

The pro-lifers are like Animal Liberation Front or 
Peta in my eyes. The principle is right but you 
don’t always want to do what they say or spread 
their word because you know people, and it 
might not be the priority in the moment. 

There is another level of grotesqueness at the 
ability of culture and artifice to override basic 
maternal instinct to protect and celebrate life 
growing inside you, that makes it a bit different 
than killing a chicken, admittedly, but you can’t 
blame the woman for that, for not being 
supported. Again, the verses in Ecclesiastes put 
the tragedy of the lost life itself in proportion. 

The tragedy is everywhere. 

From the perspective of being a young woman, I 
wouldn’t wave a sign in anyone’s face, but meet 
other women as human beings. It could have 
happened to me! Some people have NO IDEA 
how dark things can get. If I TALK to you, how 
should I feel, what is the appropriate Christian 
response? If she, and her health care team, decide 
on abortion, it might be disappointing, not to 
mention how SHE feels about it, but it’s not the 
time for a mass impersonal crowd to gather? 

Am I pro-life or pro-choice? Both. Of course. 
What’s a life without being able to choose sin or 
not? Who gets to judge which sins are worse than 
others and put the force of the law on it? People 
who are faaaaaarrr away from you. 


SALVATION-SIMULATING SPIRITUAL 
PORN 

Bear with me as I process the teenage emotional 
maturation phase, by finding profundity in emo 
lyrics. 

The band that’s near the borderline of being a 
Christian band I have mentioned before, A.F.I. (A 
Fire Inside) A father I know found a framed 
image of Miss Murder on the wall of his son’s 
house, with a bunch of fake katanas and stuff, 
and took it down, placed it face down on the 
coffee table, and prayed the bad vibes away. Is it 
evil? I’m not afraid of it. 

The Boy Who Destroyed the World (1998) was 
my favourite (made famous by Tony Hawk’s Pro 
Skater, I later found out). But later it stank of my 
naive romanticisation of sad boys. It”s basically 
a contrast between being whole and then being 
fallen, like a lot of their songs. “Will you wrap 
your arms around me? As I’m falling” Swooon. 
Actually nahh. You can fall, you’re Scar in the 
Lion King. 

It gets a bit more sophisticated with Bleed Black 
from their emo-anthemic album Sing the Sorrow. 
“I’m hovering throughout time, I crumble in 
these days. I crumble, I cannot, I cannot find 
reflection in these days. ” It’s very warm and 
melodic, like a lullaby praise song, and back up 
vocals. The youthful voice is sharp and 
empathetic, whiny, if you like. Comforting to the 
pathetic, like me, though. Those for whom there 
is no place - come under the umbrella of the sad 
boy. Here is one point in history where there is 
some solace, even though you know it’s empty 
still. 



There are comments by depressed people saying 
this helped them through depression. I can see 
how. 

“(You can hear when the heart stops) I saved the 
pieces, (when it broke) and ground them all to 
dust”. Is this the logical conclusion of the 
fragmented social, symbolic order? Smaller and 
smaller pieces, until you get the dust. That 
conclusion is satisfying in a sense. Looking at it 
rose-glasses, I think of how God made man of 
dust, and he will return to dust. 

Does it occur to the band that the certainty of 
past days might be best pursued by dropping the 
trash characteristic of these days? What’s wrong 
with today, These days’? What is it that we’re 
looking for reflection in? Nature is there, beauty 
is there, love is there. It never really changes. It’s 
just our hearts that have changed. Is nobody 
really leading you to the truth, so you can be pure 
and sincere like an idyllic Sunday school class by 
a stream on the green grass? With a beautiful 
lady leading it, in some kind of straw hat, good 
posture, um, cupcakes - no, a basket of hand 
picked mulberries. This is so, so far from 
anything today. The ticky-tack school 
construction, the screens, the machines, the self¬ 
abuse that is so pointless. Even this can take on 
an abusive tone to the wrong eyes. You ’re saying, 
put the CD down, go outside? Just feel better? 
No. There are preconditions for that. Nobody can 
force love and truth on somebody. Life itself can 
feel abusive. You need a lot of therapy for that. 

“I hope to destroy the outside, it will alleviate 
and elevate me. ” “As morphine tears through 
deadened veins, I’m numbing in these days. ” 
Yeah, that seems pretty evil. I mean destroying 
outside is a revolutionary act, but it sounds self- 
serving here. 

The nail in the coffin is a mournful bridge, 
saying, “I know what died that night, it can 
never be brought back to life, once again, I 
know. ” This is untrue. KT, he’s just playing a 
character, expressing feelings to comfort people 
in horrific mental suffering. Sure. But still, it’s 
not true. Broken hearts can be mended because 
they have been before. 

In Total Immortal (2003?) they seem to be 
singing about demons. It’s no wonder that 


depressed teens cling to this music, because it’s 
one step closer to humanising and defining 
problems. It fills a gap the meds and psychs 
don’t. 

How about Dancing Through Sunday ? The 
anthem of hopelessness, dancing to death. “We 
have no chance in this horrid romance. ” Was the 
father right in putting this stuff down? You 
decide. 

See how it’s almost salvation, but not? They are 
empty on the inside and decorate the outside with 
what they express as ‘themselves’. They ‘know’ 
the truth and express it, but can’t reach the 
highest possible truth of inner fullness. Is it 
wickedness, or is it building a case empathy 
before trying to find the truest, inclusive, but 
discerning love, much like this zine does? 

A.F.I. knows they’re wasting time, everyone’s 
wasting time. The Killing Lights (2006). “Am I 
beautiful? Am I useable?” They characterise the 
girl. How do they have a concept of ‘usability’, I 
wonder? Do they know exactly the pain that may 
ensue? 

I used your suffering for my political/artistic 
‘good intentions’ and personal indulgences when 
I didn’t feel deep inside that things could last (I 
tried, in my human strength, but went insane). 
You used my suffering and uncertainty to further 
your own aspirations and indulgences too - man¬ 
like emotional numbing in one way or another. 
Egoism. 

I envied people who could feel deeply and 
express themselves, being clever and composed, 
performing gender and romance. It looked like 
they had real love, dignity and insight. Though 
THIS, this art, was a joke too - I knew that was 
dark and pain even more. Something off. 

I’m a shell of all unnecessary things and habits, 
but I’m better than that. Inside, beyond the filth 
there is something small, even if it’s the size of a 
zygote, that I’ll cling to. Someone might 
someday ask me, “How did you make it through 
that bleakness?” I say, I don’t know. There’s still 
a ball of, “UGHH!” inside me that resists. Maybe 
I’ll have a massive prayer night over it, maybe 



everyone will be summoned to help the poor self- they have the romantic reality of the world 
sacrificed girl in a grand testimony of Christ.* figured out, but it’s tainted. 


But nah, fuck forget that. I want to feel better 
NOW. I just ran a little bit - like a race, like 
when I was seven (when bettering myself wasn’t 
questioned). Why shouldn’t I feel better NOW by 
the power of faith? The intact parts crowd out the 
ball of cringe a little more and I look around, at 
the council flats, the shit cars, and I think, “This 
is NORMAL” That spirit of people toughening 
up to think, “fuck it, I’m going to the beach,” and 
feeling strong. 

I’m over being a slave to Christian conversion, to 
the burden of saving the world. I want to save 
YOU, sure, because you’re dying. But I can’t 
save anyone. Not in my own power. It was first 
religion that planted the toxic seed and then 
politics. I expel them both in the name of Jesus 
and radical freedom. You’re all roughly as good 
and bad as each other! Let’s use a bit of grace 
and common sense? 

The last thing I want to be is judgemental, I’m 
already cringing at myself too much as it is. How 
you dress, Christian, atheist, trans, gay, Muslim, 
goth, whatever it is, I know a whole range of you 
and think you’re cool. 


Human expression flowers, mutates, in all 
directions. 



The sensitive, emotional girls are drawn to this 
‘truth’ instinctively but it’s mainly for show. The 
boys haven’t repented of their sin and recovered 
from their darkness, even though they create a 
happy ‘equal’ world on the surface full of truth 
and togetherness. 

Emo was an incomplete revolution. It took true 
Christian ideas, and mimicked them without it’s 
stabilising core. I guess that’s why it’s hardcore? 
Hardened hearts? We’re meant to be soft and full 
on the inside, and modest on the outside. 
“Simplicity is the ultimate sophistication,” said 
my interior designer cousin on Instagram. (but 
does that lead to more hardness, stagnation over 
time? hmm) 

The outrageous clothes were a reaction to the 
strictures and exaggerated gender gaps imposed 
by mean, over-worked, loveless society. They 
made us primitive, simple again. 80s hair metal 
was the same, but it got rid of romance more and 
skipped to feel-good sexual equality. 

DIVINE was a feel-good equaliser too, in a way. 
She (the female character) restored conservative 
gender roles in her songs, as a female gaining 
self-worth from them. Like,, how dare you leave 
me? And, how dare you be a wuss, not Walk Like 
A Man? Plus dancefloor egalitarianism 

Anyhow, the equality of the emo movement, and 
the romantic awareness, was tested. I think that 
the emos either moved on from contemplating 
romance and drama, burying it as a phase and 
diving into some form of chaos, or turned into 
some conservative types gazing at Asia or 1950s 
retrofetishism to sooth their lust for collective 
aesthetics and stability, if they didn’t just become 
a normal Christian wife. 

A sizeable portion of the boys turned out to be 
impatient little maggoty, weasely types. The 
clothes, the sensitivity? They just mask the 
impatience, the entitlement, the resentment of 
women, and the lack of leadership. 


So, I was talking about A.F.I. They dress cleverly The ,°" es who bulli , ed the ™ os " we u U ' y° u 
like girls and boys are not much different, and wouldn,t -“essarily trust them either. Ifs just 





that men who are ‘equal’ outwardly some way “Hold my breath as I wish for death. God please 

have some kind of collective law or image that help me” This is probably the best ‘worldly’ song 

can act as an authority, so seem safer. that mirrors the pain but offers a thread of hope. 

But just before you think, “oh what is this a 

The manly men, the more dangerous men - Christian song?” the shredding starts and, 

maybe the deathcore men - show leadership “Darkness! Imprisoning me!” “I cannot live, I 

potential but are scarier. So women go to the cannot die” (that impasse, the same one of 

effeminate guys. And men harden their hearts Cobain, of Fisher)” “Taken my soul, left me with 
and turn to things from other men that make them life in hell.” So, that’s that. Where was God? 
feel masculine. They don’t need the women. Or Well, I dunno. I didn’t write the song. Pray for 
pretend they don’t. Metallica! 


They’re loud, loud babies. So am I, sometimes, 
but it’s more like a whimper, usually. 


Let’s move on to Metallica. It’s basically the 
same theme, just the guys sound tougher. Should 
I even bother? There’s also a hint at conspiracy 
theories, I mean like they’re big enough to see 
what’s up in the world, what ‘they’ are up to. 
Master of Puppets. Sanitarium. They’re stuck 
there. Seek and Destroy. A bit more action- 
oriented than dancing n cute girl oriented. 
They’re men, grrrr. Searchiiinnngg, seek and 
destroy! “Say goodbye to the world you live in, 
you’ve always been taking and now you’re 
giving”. More fake revolution. 

Nothing Else Matters is close to a Christian 
anthem. “Trust I seek, and I find in you. ” “So 
close no matter how far, It couldn’t be much 
more from the heart”. “Never cared for what 
they know” etc. (situated it in opposition to 
‘them’. Like, who? Could be anyone) It’s a song 
about friendship. Still, you need more than 
friends, to grow beyond gang unity into mature 
men. 



Another band, who is very different and much, 
much closer to me, who writes blatantly about 
looking for real love vs. performance-based love 
is the Goon Sax. They are sweet young people 
dealing with the fundamentals of life. Make time 
4 Love, Louis sings. “I tried to paint you 
something, it didn’t work out.” “But I can’t 
understand why you’re still trying, oh what you 
want, what I want.” “...I’m gone, running on 
strange time, and then socialise like it’s a 
competition.” She Knows, James sings. “She 
knows, I don’t really know what love is. And I 
still don’t.” James wanted to maybe borrow The 
Art Of Loving by Erich Fromm from unite, after 
me. “It always hurts when no-one replies, I ned 
to tell someone what’s on my mind. ‘Cause no- 
one ever feels the same as me, they always seem 
to disagree.” How we can relate! This band is 
sensitive enough to know that false unity is 
everywhere. Even for them, the beautiful souls, 
who are so graceful and cooperative in their 
band, more than other bands, especially ones 
retaining pop structures. 

I Don’t Need Anything I Want. Well, that’s true. 
Why don’t you really want something? 

There’s a lyric somewhere, about just wanting 
something real, some new outfit, something? 

This band almost makes me want to cry. It’s no 
wonder I was drawn to them. I listened to them 
after getting out of hospital and my little nephew 
even liked them. 

*1 think I will need a bit of help, though, to be 
truly liberated in this world. For one, I am sitting 
on the floor because being on the computer too 
much is hurting my back. And I don’t know what 



else to do but go on the computer, a lot of the 
time. 

Sometimes the world feels like a kind of prison - 
the constructed world. Like Nadezhda 
Tollikonikova in the Russian Prison taking 
delight in rays of sunshine and rain through 
prison windows. Not as bad, but still. 

There is so much folly. Expensive folly. The 
workforce employed in things that used to not 
exist, and don’t need to exist is high. And the 
things to do that are fun are trashy and/or 
expensive. 

I want everybody to pray AND go and do better 
things. Go and love one another, as Jesus 
commanded. 

Who will lead this? Who is worthy? Not me, I 
think that we will all likely be pointing the finger 
at one-another to be the first one to do 
something, until somebody comes along who we 
can look up to. Who is worthy to be the bride of 
Christ, hmm? Who will the Spirit tell us we 
should follow, when will the spirit move us all? 

FOR THE KIDS 

Alright, writing about A.F.I. makes me feel old 
(I’m 26!) so I’ll write about the dope, uh, fleek 
new acts to hit the., scene., kidz. Like Lil Peep. 
He’s so fresh, he’s already dead while we 
blinked. 

He’s emblematic of this new emo shift to rap and 
hip-hop. It makes sense, because the lyrics of the 
bands I’ve written about, from the 00’s mainly, 
have really detailed, obscured lyrics and really 
uptight, raucous tone. We got tired. Things got 
more straight-forward. The mass-culture 
nostalgia gave way to unabashed rich kid 
posturing; we all should be rich. For no reason, 
except shit looks good and class is bullshit. Black 
clothes gave way to designer labels, pencil case 
graffiti tattoos and coloured, vaguely 80s, 90s 
stuff reminding me of childhood water sports, 
soft lights in indoor videos. An appearance of 
intellectual romanticism disintegrates into what I 
wouldn’t call apathy, but resignation to numbness 
or drug-softened perpetual heartbreak. 


The rich kid stuff is the new craving for 
collectivism, ala Chuck Taylors and black hair 
dye, but a retreat into power-symbols as 
compensation for actually having nothing and 
nobody. Lil Peep is a saaad Beamer Boy. “I’m a 
beamer boy. I’m a dreamer boy. I’m in love with 
a girl who don’t even need a boy”. He says, 
resignedly, but with a thread of hope. For 
eternity, ti seems, because he was headed for the 
grave ala Cobain. 

“I’m gonna show you, I was chosen.” Chosen for 
what? I think that there’s definitely a vestige of 
spirituality here behind the drugs. The futility of 
competition and health, the surrender to your 
own indistinctness and self-consciousness of 
your gender, access to media and art remaining, 
all you fall back in is an appeal to universal 
meaning. It’s not that he’s better, powerful, or 
does anything, he’s just ‘chosen’. It’s said 
humbly. 

“Take my cash out, then I pass out.” It’s 
meaningless, see. “Can’t let my bro’s down, I 
feel like I’m a noone, that’s what they told me, 
Imma show ya, baby I was chosen.” In Gym 
Class he says, “You was fuckin’ with me way 
before I even wrote rap, now I’m seein’ cash 
flow, I can be an asshole, yeah, I know, but it’s 
good ‘cause I let her spend my money, 
though”Guess he isn’t that alternative, but it’s 
honest. 


This is amidst a collage, a sea of the cheap, mass- 
accessible things and free romantic things, with a 
few rich symbols chucked in (like my friend 
Rohan’s poetry zine he gave me, but with a 
romantic/sexual narrative), “takin bars till we on 
mars, I can make the ground move like I’m 
avatar” “Baby I’m a priest in the underworld, 
guess who” See, it’s another recipe for salvation 
but with the ingredients a bit out of proportion. 

We grind ourselves down so we can get the 
basics of life without all the shit in the way. 
Explain how things are out of balance without all 
the politics. 

Lil Pump is similar aesthetically but in Gucci 
Gang says, “fuck a bitch, I don’t even remember 
her name,” said like a robot. I guess that’s the 



other way you can go to deal. Like what’s worse, 
the emos that can’t keep their cool or the callous 
ones? Everyone’s basically the same. Be hot or 
cold, I reckon. And honest, crucially . Lil pump is 
more like a troglodyte than a prince, tho. 

Lil Xan is funny, he gave Tupac like 2/5 stars. 
“It’s just dull music”. Thanks for being honest. 
Anyhow, I don’t wanna talk about Lil Xan. Too 
much going on in those lyrics and they’re more 
dark-sided, more confused. Making a schtick of it 
and settling on it cause it sells, ala Wawes. 

Tekashi 6ix9ine is pretty funny too. The rainbow 
is the funniest part. Like everything’s chucked in 
together like a toddler’s toybox, and he’s united 
everyone in the gangs, all the ethnicities. I’d say 
it’s just bubblegum pop but it sounds brutal, 
channelling of masculine energy. In Billy s 
surrounded by black guys in red or black, he’s 
the rainbow long hair racially ambiguous guy in 
the middle of it all. It’s them vs. the cops. It’s 
revolutionary, aggressive superficiality. “Look at 
this shit, in a minute it could get nasty but we 
keep it calm.” What’s even happening? I dunno, I 
won’t read into it too much. “Bit I’m silly! Up 
them shoppers, shoot your shit up let’s get busy!” 
More like a London Riots anthem than anything 
long-term. Oh yeah and the song’s called 
STOOPID, I didn’t notice :-D 

Post Malone. HAHAHA. I’ll tell you the most 
interesting thing. A friend of mine started 
laughing to himself, once. “What?” I said. He 
said had taken ketamine and something, and was 
lying stoned on a mattress, saying random 
gibberish and randomly, “Post Malone” came 
out. But WHY? HAHAHA. I dunno much about 
the guy but the first song I checked out was about 
spending a paycheque, and that’s all. The second 
one was like WHAAAHAAAI had a bad 
breakup, and drink too much alcohol now. And 
that’s all. Pray for that man. 

A song with a bit of dynamism going on is 
interesting. Energy, contradiction, movement. 
Some upward momentum. Post Malone seems 
like a numb plateau of a lonely upper class 
wasteland. 

A song I’ve been listening to is Motivation by 
Normani (2019). Motivation for what? For work? 


Ahh, just another pop song to keep the workers 
happy, is the cynical reading. But it’s about 
motivation for love. She’s wielding her feminine 
power, she reminds us of this power to motivate 
action. The paradox is, “Imma break you off let 
me be your motivation” and “why would we ever 
do anything instead, of falling into the bed?” I 
can tell her the boy doesn’t need any motivation 
to “stay and give it tonight”. She doesn’t need to 
“keep, keep fightin’ for it”. So what’s this song 
about? Nothing matters but love, but you have to 
do something for love. Especially the men. She 
breaks off, she dances in the streets. How much 
better than cynical fucking, than apathy? It’s 
unclear what the guy even has to be motivated 
here for, except to dance with her, and know “no 
one better, boy”. Maybe monogamy’s the 
motivation? In an egalitarian landscape of 
dancing? 

All of this, all our drugs, all our dancing, we just 
want to get back to a purity we don’t have 
anymore. Whether beating your brains or 
shutting the world off dancing in your room, 
wearing a mask, putting on a fur-suit, whatever’s 
your acquired fancy. 


LOVE THY NEIGHBOUR 

Living in Southport, in a subdivided two storey 
wooden house with about ten people. I was 
studying arts, taking stimulant medication and 
spending a lot of time listening to music alone, 
such as Low Life and Kitchen’s Floor. I’d arrived 
with ciders and, (uncharacteristically of me) Aldi 
chorizo salami. 

The housemate I talked to most was a wife of a 
phd student in a medical field. She had a soft 
face, a girlish laugh and reminded me of my 
childhood best friend. She was a Muslim from 
Bangladesh who would share her cooking with 
me and tell me a lot of things. 

It’s not that her-as-Muslim defined our 
interactions, but who she was flowed out of that 



identity, and it’s important. She said that the core 
part of being Muslim was that you pray six times 
a day and you help your neighbour first, doesn’t 
matter if they’re atheist. Christian or what. She 
also said things about other countries like, in the 
North of India, they have softer hearts but in the 
south it’s more about money, and China is about 
money. Also, that she doesn’t know how atheists 
can live because they have no God. Said 
something like, “You are Christian, I am Muslim, 
but atheists have no God. Who do they follow?” I 
didn’t know how to tell her that I wasn’t sure I 
was, that I didn’t have feelings, that my identity 
was pretty much hollow apart from my 
conviction that I should listen and be kind, 
retaining only some bare scaffolding of my 
former Christianity. I had nothing much to say 
for myself, to build a deeper two-way 
relationship. I had things to say from my mind, 
but didn’t want to perturb her, as I respected her 
dignity in who she was, and I wasn’t so much 
speaking from the heart. I felt like I didn’t have a 
culture, I didn’t have anything to say. I said, 
when she generalised about nationalities, “I 
couldn’t say those things, it would be considered 
racist.” Sort of hinting that she should be more 
nuanced, but also not wanting to tell her how to 
talk. 

I couldn’t talk about my studies, either. They 
seemed too abstruse. She noticed a line-based, 
texta abstract, half-accidental poster I’d made in 
my Ideas and Images art elective and asked, 
“What’s that?” Said something like, “We have a 
science background, we know about science but 
you know about art,” as a nice thing. 

I felt like when I wrote, or spoke in class, I was 
using a different part of my brain than what I 
used to have normal conversations with. It was 
like a funny, strained, stimulant-facilitated branch 
that was sometimes thrilling like fresh air, and 
sometimes made me an air-head. Strictures 
removed, vacuumed out, but not quite ready for 
new ideas to move in. Stressed, rushed, over- 
stimulated. Storing things for escape or reform, 
like a new kind of freedom. 

She told me about all the beautiful things from 
her home, like the plentiful fruit and veges like 
bittergourds and bittermelons, and the river with 
a lot of fish in it. All the romance and the rain 


showers they had. We’d walk in the rain in the 
little garden outside, next to the permanently 
fenced-off neglected pool, surrounded by 
overgrown grass and that had a box with a cluster 
of toads sitting on it, round the corner from a 
discarded bong and fish tanks (the fish had all 
slowly died after being abandoned by an ex¬ 
resident upstairs). I had a sort of filter over my 
heart. She was healthy, normal and, I thought, 
simple, because she had confidence, and I was 
almost like a cyborg, thinking the drug gave me 
special oversight to be unbiased. I followed her 
in the rain and smiled back, trying to mask 
pensiveness. 

“You think you’re Asian,” she said, because 
even my cooking was put together from 
elsewhere. I took it as a compliment, because it 
made me feel like I was something. I ate a lot of 
dahl, which she said they call, ‘meat of the poor’. 

The landlord let the grass grow too long and she 
complained about him. She could say if people 
were greedy, or irresponsible. I was more 
oblivious, so was my hippie housemate. I over¬ 
thought, reworded texts to the landlord with 
utmost politeness, and wondered at how we were 
supposed to be left-wing. What does it even 
mean in my life? 

She said some things that she made me promise I 
should never tell anyone, even if they don’t know 
her. I pondered the meaning of that. It meant, I 
should not exploit her, gossip or palm off her 
problems on somebody else. It made me feel like 
I had more of a soul, that she would tell me a 
secret. I wasn’t used to those. 

I felt responsible for her and her problems, 
missing the point of a friendship. She would 
notice when something was wrong with me, 
when I thought I was disguised behind my 
stimulant numbness. I could have talked about 
things in a deeper way but I felt that my morality 
was different (I got ‘stuck’ in a relationship with 
a boy because I couldn’t make up my mind on 
what my values were). I didn’t talk about feelings 
directly. It was more like a surface speculation, 
thinking in meta, self-doubting. It’s not that I felt 
she’d judge. Perhaps I just knew that I was 
wrong, that I’d gone very wrong somewhere. I 
was hollowed out, over-extended, over-complex. 



Secretly arrogant, even, despite my paradoxical 
humility and submission. 

It really just reached breaking point when I 
moved away to Brisbane. She was lonely but I 
only visited about once. She had a higher 
standard than to say you’ll visit but not, like 
Western millennials take for granted. She had 
real sentiment and conviction. Does she think her 
new friends are better than me? She wondered. I 
felt overwhelmed and weak from all the people I 
worried might need me (even in a small way, 
because butterfly effect). The paradox here is that 
good people actually caring about me was like a 
repellent. 

To be good is to be open, constantly learning, 
empathetic to suffering, and helpful, I thought. I 
silently prayed for people with my eye contact. 

To reinvent myself and my communication 
strategy, synthesising and prioritising, rationally, 
strategically, all peoples needs and perspectives, 
into some kind of personal schedule, some 
modern/post-modern all-loving personal, non- 
judgmental, utilitarian-pragmatist-selfless-Christ 
hero. If only I had more energy, I thought. More 
stimulants. If only I was smarter.. Those close to 
me came first of course, but not really close 
friends. Just whoever was physically closer and 
who I became entangled with/habituated to. 
Everyone else I would think about, routinely, and 
keep tabs on via social media and messages that 
would take mental strain to keep up with. 

It had somehow been lost on me that I was 
supposed to have an identity, opinions and values 
of my own, for my own good, in order to connect 
with others authentically and preserve what is 
necessary in life, instead of trying to be all things 
for all people. It’s almost like I had some notion 
of having power to help, to absorb everybody 
from being white, majority culture background, 
androgynous and university education. But it just 
was not there. 

The new friends were not better. I just had more 
in common with them, I felt (did leaving make 
me one of those discriminatory Anglo 
Australians, I guiltily wondered?). I wanted to 
drink like the mass-man, to go to shows, find 
fellow weirdos. I didn’t have to have any real 
conversation with them that confronted the 


spiritual dearth of my worldview, until much 
later, and much more painfully, than if I had have 
just known what I believed and been a good 
friend to somebody who was not afraid to share 
her own beliefs and culture. 

My housemate was a good person, and so was 
her husband. They were peaceful, soft-eyed 
Muslims. I just wanted to be nice, and I suppose 
it’s all I knew to do, because the truth was 
confusing and distant to me. We had more in 
common than I thought, through the starved 
Christian core that stared out. 

That core is coming out in greater coherency of 
speech and writing. The ‘no’ in my brain tying 
everything to my own insufficiency and the 
world’s corrupt power dynamics and false power 
is waning. The art remains, the knowledge of 
cultural perspectives and chaos remains, but it’s 
now synthesised by even greater oversight. I was 
small, and I didn’t have to starve myself of the 
reality on offer, and of self-identity, to be the 
good person I really wanted to be, for my 
neighbour. 

ps. I don’t want to be weird and PC bringing up 
her identity because it’s not what defined our 
friendship, but I do not mind being weird and PC 
just a little bit, because the topic is relevant to my 
zine and provides balance and context. Look at 
me, championing diversity with my token prop 
here. There, got that out. Forgive me, forgive me! 
You’ll see it’s not all like that. 

IT SHOULDN’T HAVE HAPPENED 

It was wrong. That’s what I think of all the things 
I did wrong. It doesn’t matter that they helped me 
to become a better person, taught me some 
things, or were necessary to get me to understand 
the difference between right and wrong. 

We all should have been born to a Mum and a 
Dad in a secure marriage in an idyllic place, in a 
sociable church environment, never been hit, 
mocked or molested, made same-sex bosom 
buddies like Anne of Green Gables, married a 
heterosexual childhood love and studied science, 
building, sewing or something practically 
creative, continuing in connection with the 
community in wholesome pursuits, having 



fearless, procreative unprotected sex. Basically 
that. 

Also, eating meat is wrong, the fall should never 
have happened, it should’ve been the tasty green 
plants in Eden that we eat. But here, we concede 
that humans are predatory animals and see that 
each animal has it’s nature that we respect and 
slit the throats of the placid lamb accordingly. Us 
wicked humans, wicked like the goanna, the 
tiger. But not really wicked. You don’t judge the 
animal. 

We’ll all have to take the lead of vegans in this 
perfect society, though, as the bible instructs that 
it is better not to eat meat if it causes somebody 
to stumble. Avoid pointless arguments. 

All of your sexual encounters were mistakes too 
(I will not judge whether they are heterosexual or 
not). I don’t care if they taught you about people 
or your own body. You are no better than the 
virgin. To be proud is to not respect innocence. 
Do you respect the child? Or are you puffed up 
by your own experience and enslaved by desire? 
A toxic brain offshoot not in unity with the whole 
personality? You possess nothing sexual in this 
moment and neither do I. Really, you’ve gained 
nothing but memories. Better to become like a 
little child again. The bar is low, until you let 
God raise it to what it should have been. 

The sexual energy of life itself, of the natural 
surroundings and innocent behaviour will be 
clear to you, to your innocent amusement. This is 
romance. The mystery and anticipation is more 
fulfilling than the actual consummation and 
settling down, in most experiences. This is 
because love has been awakened before love 
(God) desires. Song of Solomon, which is a story 
between a man and a woman and, said to be a 
metaphor for God and Israel, says repeatedly, 

“Do not around or awaken love until it so 
desires”. Preparations must be made. 

Anticipation must be savoured. The friends and 
the family give their support. The love must be 
revealed not in a hurry, or forced. 

The ultimate sexual revolution is found in the 
preparing ourselves to be the Bride of Christ. It is 
not idolisation of sexual pleasure, the flesh and 
sprawling chaos, though, but an anticipation of 


love and power that transcends anything we 
know. 

This faith in what is not seen gives us patience, 
slowness, peace and confidence to resist. The 
worldly version of this is Keating’s “I want to do 
you slowly! There’s a bit of sport in this for all of 
us.” That performance of righteousness of a left- 
wing leader, resisting stale conservatism, is 
nothing compared to the slow burn of the quiet 
long-suffering, deprived women and men 
everywhere. They’re doing you slowly. They did 
me slowly. Exposing the filth of my attempts at 
righteousness. So I chose to accept their love 
(God is the anti-rapist, you have to accept). 

Whoever it is that wants me but isn’t perfect 
enough. I’m doing you slowly. Then the party 
will be worth it, if it happens in this lifetime. The 
ultimate party, the marriage of the perfect Church 
with Jesus, will be quickened. In that I will find 
dignity. 

I don’t need vain, uncreative, love-performances 
of unrestrained passion and charm. “I love you 
more than her! Oh I love you so much!” (Nah 
you love yourself. Actually nah you hate 
yourself. Or you hate me. Or you hate yourself 
and idolise me... etc?) Much less shit-talk to 
build tension (just SHUT UP). I’ll be watching 
you strive to be like God. Doesn’t matter where 
you are, what you have, it’s progress, it’s making 
do that counts. Once I am convinced of your 
Godliness, I may submit to you. But it’s not over 
then. If you are not Godly enough, I may separate 
from you. I will come out of the whore of false 
religion, the sham patriarchy. I will focus my 
energies on things that are righteous, and you 
will join me or go lust after someone else. 

If you leave me this way and I find another man, 
he will commit adultery by sleeping with me, 
according to Jesus. “What God has brought 
together, let no man tear apart.” I don’t know 
what applies if you’re not sure God brought you 
together, though. Was it rape? Society 
psychologically coercing it from you, if not the 
guy? So many people reflect and think, deep 
down, the real part of them didn’t want it. 

If I think it’s a Godly man this time around, well, 

I had better want it. He had better know I want it. 



I will probably feel like you were unfaithful all 
along, if I leave. I felt like that before. “Some 
people have not repented of their sexual sins.” 
Every time should be a fresh start. I have felt a 
bit unfaithful, a bit inauthentic in the past. Space- 
time doesn’t matter so much for the emotions of 
Christians - you can violate eternity. 

It would only feel good if you chose to sin 
without shame, knowing in full what you are 
doing, or if you were completely naive. 
-tbc 

I’m done playing judge for sexual mistakes when 
the question of whether to excommunicate comes 
to mind. You all made mistakes (especially the 
sex who are supposed to protect the weak). It’s 
best to just not drink with somebody and not 
have sex. Really. I don’t care about your lack of 
pleasure. The camaraderie you feel is tenuous 
and social harmony is ruined by past mistakes 
stained on guilty consciences and bitter 
judgements of, and by the supposedly non- 
judgemental liberated free spirits. It’s just that 
somebody, somewhere, didn’t understand the 
idiosyncratic boundaries and moral code of 
another person. There must always be a careful, 
“How will such and such feel?” Or an opposite of 
reckless abandon to the moment, to the next, say, 
year you can put up with someone, or utmost 
secrecy so you can tell the naive what you want 
them to believe. I no longer worry about this, if 
I’m alone. 

We are the salt of the earth because we stretch 
out our pleasure and pain across eternity. The 
raucous drama we trade for evenly dispersed 
peace and emotional balance. It is reflected in the 
tendency towards choral music and the weird 
stability others perceive as creepy. 

All of the symbols and buildings representing the 
faith become tiring to look at and so part of the 
urban clutter that they seem meaningless and 
arbitrary. The story seems arbitrary, for a God of 
order and peace. Bibles of many designs and 
colours, many logos, the same stories and 
cliches, not moving as fast as the rest, stale, but 
still seeming temporary, and arbitrary. 


It seems God didn’t watch the fine details of 
what his followers were doing, or explain the text 
so it was universally applicable in it’s essence of 
love.The bible seems like a clumsy, omnipresent 
relic. It isn’t very systematic and is cherry-picked 
all the time. It contains things that don’t seem in 
accordance with reality. These, I can’t profess I 
know are true. I can only hope and act as though 
they are true. And I will only have to act as 
though the most unscientific things are true if I 
have no rational alternative, so I don’t really lose 
anything, except possibly the respect of those too 
bitter to attempt a miracle. The universe is 
expanding. It’s weird. 

Accepting the bible is the ultimate in accepting 
the absurdity of reality, of your ultimate 
nakedness, without the addition of too much 
religion. There are no rituals required. It’s very 
simple. It’s in your DNA. God is love, and we are 
designed for love. 

The bible not being a neat text, having many 
authors and translations lends some to think that 
perhaps God is inept because he didn’t tell us 
how to do every micro-manageable thing. He 
could have created a communist utopia where 
everything is explicit. He could have come down 
as an apparition in front of all witnesses. Why 
should you take responsibility? But to accuse 
God of ineptness, and take it as a reason to 
neglect the bible is to not grasp reality. Humans 
wrote the text. Imperfect humans. Who else 
would have written it? It’s just the way things 
are. 

And if you can’t accept life is messy, that there is 
a template for us to be free and perfectly natural, 
but it’s full of sin, you won’t be able to do much. 
You will hate life and feel cornered. You will get 
caught up in extraneous details, missing the 
fundamentals. 

Life isn’t just life, it’s just piles of shit 
everywhere, meaningless shit. Shit turns into life, 
eventually. With just a little seed. 

You just HAVE to decide that life is meant to be 
good. Or you die (by suicide, parasites, or the 
toxic variant of the patriarchy). You just HAVE 
to see that you’re one monster, twisted by 
generations upon generations of sin and folly. 




You just HAVE to start with yourself, looking at 
and relating to something, someone OUTSIDE 
yourself, that constantly holds you accountable, 
reminds you of your responsibility to humanity, 
and the NECESSITY of accepting love so you 
can have peace, power and a sound mind and we 
can MOVE ON in fullness of heart. 

It demonstrates feebleness and over-reliance on 
authority to a) not seek a miracle in a time of 
crises and b) not accept the reality that it was 
people like you in the bible and c) not perceive 
that we’re headed for hell if we don’t do 
anything. I’ve had to separate the sin and folly 
from the love and righteousness in my life to see 
clearly what ground I can stand on. The voice of 
truth (not mere honesty, realness, ‘authenticity’, 
and over-disclosure which is fuel for data miners 
and stalkers) is the last thing that I have. It is my 
creativity united with legitimate authority, 
without the compromise over image or politics. 
The Word is supreme! It loves me, I love it. 

The other irreligious thing about Christianity is 
that the bible is like a Rorschach test. What 
stands out to you will depend on your life 
experience and character. I don’t know if this is 
as true for the other religions which require 
specific disciplines and rituals in pursuit of 
salvation, or enlightenment or the escape of 
social punishment. It requires of us that we take 
responsibility for ourselves and our society in a 
more personal, relational way. 

The bible is a story of cycles of decadent folly, 
inhuman over-religiosity, enslavement to 
illegitimate authority and eventual deliverance. 
To get around the hard hearts and not be another 
oppressive authority only seeing in part, Jesus 
used metaphorical stories (parables) that the 
hurting people would understand the true 
meaning of. 

“This is why I speak to them in parables: 

“Though seeing, they do not see; 

though hearing, they do not hear or understand.” 

It is the responsibility of us as free people to 
interpret and build a free society around the text. 
If it is toxic patriarchy that arises, we are free to 
leave and dance around like idiots if we want. 


My strategy has been to cling to faith that my 
suffering means something, and to take 
responsibility for reinstating the authority of 
love. I am not the oppressive religious authority. 

We just have to live, and not mess things up. The 
one job, aside from surviving, helping the 
fatherless, widows and orphans, is to preach 
Christ crucified and forgiveness. I wouldn’t even 
say you have to preach, if you don’t have a 
relationship to the story, like I do, that makes it 
not awkward, stilted, forced and religious to do 
it. Just be yourself, not sinning, and standing up 
for yourself by speaking the truth. 

Easier to do, in a place like Australia. Probably 
hard, though, if in a toxic relationship and you 
say, “no more sex”, or in a job where you idolise 
money and work and say, “no more”. But we 
have it pretty good, on the whole. Just do what 
your government requires, with all due respect 
for it’s servants, and live in peace. “Come to me, 
all who are wearied and burdened,” says Christ. 
“Do not worry about the clothes you will wear or 
the food you will eat. Put my Kingdom first and 
these things will be added to you.” 

I am looking forward to getting some new 
clothes. Maybe they will be weird, like me. We 
can cook some very nice food and eat it together 
too, no stress. Nothing to impress. I’ll get to look 
at you all being beautiful people you are, in or 
out of rags. The rags will mean something, if you 
have rags. Everything will mean something. 
Though it is queer and absurd. 


SEXISM, AUTHORITY, AND HATS? 

Let me play the devils’s advocate for a moment 
and quote some scriptures out of context of the 
system, and spirit they were intended in. I will 
sound bitter for a second. 

So in the bible, not only does the Apostle Paul 
say that a woman should be submissive, not 
make herself beautiful with braids and jewellery. 



but also, that she should have long hair, or a head Christian women don’t stand for it. And right 
covering, as a ‘sign of authority’. they seem, because the authority men would 

appeal to if they wished to enforce the standard 
What does that mean, a cattle branding? Showing would be a sham. It’s her choice, 
them who we belong to, covering us up, 

dehumanising us? What would hair, or head coverings have to do 

with love? Why is it still a convention, largely. 

Well, from a cynical lens of abused scripture and the whole men-short-hair, women long hair, little 
shitty life experiences, ‘authority’ means people girls with bows, boys with short hair? 
in a faceless machine passing on orders from 

above to the next cogs/bricks/alienated Permission to Exist, a YouTube teacher on 

components, or it means someone who thinks narcissism, explained how narcissists seek out 

they are better than you thinking they can tell you people who don’t look like they value 
what to do because you belong to a category of themselves. She says, what do you imagine a 
subordinates (children? Protesters? Women..). loved child to look like? The child would have 

combed hair, be clean, maybe have a bow in their 
I do believe, though, that ‘authority’ is something hair. To mess with that child might be more of a 
that can be legitimate, and can and should be risk because, they have what you could call a 
accessed by people of all social statuses, ages and ‘sign of authority’ on their head. Somebody cares 
genders. A woman with the authority of the about them, pays attention to them. 

Kingdom remains in spiritual authority amongst 

men who are of the world. They can kill her or Sampson had long hair that gave him strength, 

persecute with words but that is false authority. but it turned out to be his liability. He went to 

The justice will be God’s, even if she has to bed with the enemy, Delilah, and she cut his hair 
submit (to do the most realistic, dignified thing off. 
she can do for the Glory of God, according to a 

realistic assessment of the power that exists). Adornments and ‘signs of authority’ for men are, 

generally, impediments to their role of protecting 
What is a ‘sign of authority’? We know what is women. This is both practically speaking and 
authoritative, because we listen to it. Sometimes spiritually, culturally speaking, 
it’s dumb, hollow posturing that isn’t real 

authority at all. Sometimes it goes Take also, the fangirl phenomenon as compared 

against/convicts convention or the powers that to the fanboy, or geek phenomenon. Why is there 
be, but it’s recognised as truth. a tendency for girls to unashamedly squeal, 

obsess, and talk about images, about figures, but 
Anyhow, what’s it have to do with my haircut or for a man it is strange? To show pragmatic 
wearing a damn hat or hijab or whatever? And indifference to pop culture and consumerism is a 
also, nobody listens to this scripture. Women in sign of manliness. This is because there is less to 
modern churches don’t stand for it. And it says strip away in order to humiliate, 
that men bring shame on themselves from having 

long hair. Like they forgot Samson and Delilah? In the case of Sampson, an exceptional, 

individualistic adornment marked the man with a 


Well, when you think of legitimate authority, 
there is a reference to protection and love. Every 
item of clothing can be a sign of authority. You 
can feel more or less powerful from what you 
wear. It also depends on the social and cultural 
mores of the day. What seems real and what 
doesn’t. 

Head coverings are out of place in the modern 
church, I think, because like I said, modern 


special purpose. The authority of his parents had 
decided that he would not cut his hair, and he 
would have a special purpose. The hair was 
connected to his exceptional strength. 

Delilah saw, however, that this was exploitable. 
Underneath the image, the statement, was his 
inherent ordinariness and vulnerability. The fact 
that this superficial part of him was tied to his 



strength gave her a convenient way to bring him 
down. 

Consider other signs of authority. Male priests 
wear dresses and strange hats. Men wear suits 
that are so much exaggerated signs of 
masculinity - rigid, or excessive for the 
circumstance - that they are beyond masculinity. 
They are ‘signs of authority’. 

Consider also teachers. “Not many of you should 
presume to be teachers, because they will be 
judged more harshly.” The signs of authority are 
words, gestures and materials. If you can strip 
these away, with the uniforms, and the special 
titles, the person is naked. 

Some men are marked, or mark themselves as 
separate from other men. They are men who must 
be supported as a woman is supported (protected, 
fed, sheltered, clothed), getting their power from 
signs of authority. 

As is seen in the #metoo movement, many of 
these men became arrogant in their sexual 
conquests and lost their power because of 
women. 


Vulnerable women may mimic men by stripping 
away adornments and cutting hair and this is 
relatively conservative because we don’t have a) 
illusions as to our strength and what sexual 
privileges this purchases from men, b) we are 
actually vulnerable and take on more manly 
duties and c) economic, geopolitical and 
environmental forces promote austerity. 

I would also say that many people do not like 
others to have signs of authority, as it indicates 
some kind of duty or cost on their part. 

Some people love for others to have signs of 
authority, but for them to be false, and excessive 
signs of authority. For instance, a man may love 
for a woman to love expensive adornments so 
that he can have somebody to serve who is not a 
true God. The woman can think she is God, the 
man doesn’t have to bother to think about his real 
duty, and he gets to pretend he is more powerful 


than the woman, and God, because he has ‘paid’ 
for her. This is not Christian masculinity. 

The Apostle Paul (or was it Peter?) also says that 
women should not make themselves beautiful 
with jewels and fancy braids. This simplicity 
makes sense to protect against this kind of 
mutual narcissistic abuse. 

the 


Same with gang insignia and the tough clothes 
people put on. Saying, “I’m like these types of 
people, don’t mess with me.” 

I would choose trackies and a shaved head, or a 
ponytail over pretty bows and beautiful silk 
coverings and long, beautiful hair. I’m a REBEL. 
I am TOUGH. BOYS CANT MESS WITH ME. 
Nah I’m just kidding. It’s more like, “this is 
practical, and there is a shortage of men.” 

Love and a hijab is a pretty good deal. 

Everybody could eat lots of things without 
worrying. I do love being near naked, though. 
Being at the beach and feeling safe, safer than a 
darting-eyed, pseudo-masculine power walker 
thru the Valley amidst the weird chaos. Safer than 
a conservatively-dressed woman with an over¬ 
controlling father or husband. 

Putting me away, putting my body away is a 
dumb idea. If it drives you crazy that women are 
around with their arse cheeks hanging out then 
you should focus on seeking righteousness. You 
will not be able to tell us what to do. 

Also we should remember that the Bride of 
Christ is a bride. Ladies. 

NARC WORLD 

The world is fundamentally made up of 
narcissists and people with soft hearts (empaths) 
(or hard hearts, soft boundaries) and all kinds of 
in-betweens, who could go either way. 

The fundamental antagonism is spiritual, 
emotional, mental, and biological. It is not ‘class’ 
such as, income brackets that determine who is 




the baddie (though that is related to it, n greed is 
one sin). 


Taking this psychological approach to the big 
picture will let us disentanlge ourselves from the 
baddies and stooges (and realise the extent to 
which we are baddies, or stooges) and then see 
clearly what to do with all the stuff lying around. 


This trend on youtube for psychologists to talk 
about narcissism vs. a well-defined psychosocial 
ideal as opposed to mental disorders makes more 
sense on a spiritual, common sense and political 
level. 


Soon we will see that much mental distress can 
be traced to entanglement in relationships where 
there is a power imbalance. 

Many labels, I believe, act as veils for situations 
where you don’t know, or don’t want to know 
what is going on. 

STARVE THE NARC’S SUPPLY. I dunno who 
and who isn’t a narc but we know where supply 
comes from - from waste, from hierarchies that 
are unnecessary. 

TBC 



Illustration 1: A picture of Bobby, just 
becausel like it 


Just in case... (not to palm you off but I can’t do 
everything you know!) 

lifeline 131114 

RBWH Mental Health 24 Hour Assistance 
1300 642 255 

Social Worker at Centrelink 132 850 

Brisbane Relief Hub (Wesley Mission) 316 St 
Pauls Tee 07 3216 1579 

Adis 24/7 Alcohol and Drug Support (QLD) 
1800 177 833 

Alcoholics Anonymous Helpline 1300 222 222 
Request a Jehovah’s Witness (google it) 

Queer Life 1800 184 527 
etc..! 

THANK YOU XOX 



Illustration 2: Food for thought: Grazhdanskaya 
oborovna, filthy youths coming out of governing 
strictures. False church of the left, false church 
of the right, come out! 


THE END FOR NOW fdjghvldsfjbgdhfjbvldbvkj 


ps. I would LOVE to print other people’s writing, 
especially conversations, and answer comments 
and questions. 

If you have a WORD to share in this paper 
church of mine, please send it in, so we can sort 
out our lives better. 

Inclusive of all religions, worldviews etc. but all 
will be subjected to a critical eye and eventually I 
might run out of will or space to include certain 
perspectives but yo know nothing’s guaranteed in 
this life and you have to make your own way 
sometimes. Peace. 



